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Unrevised

I have your cheerful letter. If you can realize every
word of what you have written, all your trouble is
over and also my anxiety. We really live through and
in our work. We perish through our perishable bodies,
if instead of using them as temporary instruments, we
identify ourselves with them.

The more I observe and study things, the more
convinced I become that sorrow over separation and
death is perhaps the greatest delusion. To realize that
it is a delusion is to become free. There is no death,
no separation of the substance. And yet the tragedy
of it is that though we love friends for the substance
-we recognize in them, we deplore the destruction of
the insubstantial that covers the substance for the time
being.' Whereas real friendship should be used to reach
the whole through the fragment. You seem to have got
the truth for the moment. Let it abide for ever.*

With love,

27-4-27                                                             Bapu

Shrimati Mirabai,
Rewari.

* I had grasped   the truth  with  my -intellect* but the heart
lagged behind for still many years after this.
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